as he had passed through them. He misliked the very word
4interesting', connoting it with wasted energy and even
with morbidity. Hard facts were enough for him.
'I didn't think of it,' she pursued. 'No; when you spoke
to me in the drawing-room, that was practically the first. It
was all so different from what it's supposed to be. On the
stage, or in books, a proposal is - how shall I put it ? - a full-
blown affair, a kind of bouquet; it loses its literal meaning.
But in a life a proposal really is a proposal -'
'By the way -'
c - a suggestion, a seed,9 she concluded; and the thought
flew away into darkness.
' I was thinking, if you didn't mind, that we ought to
spend this evening in a business talk; there will be so much
to settle.'
* I think so too. Tell me, in the first place, how did you get
onwithTibby?'
'With your brother?'
'Yes, during cigarettes.'
'Oh, very well.5
* I am so glad,' she answered, a little surprised, 'What did
you talk about? Me, presumably.'
cAbout Greece too.5
' Greece was a very good card, Henry. Tibby's only a boy
still, and one has to pick and choose subjects a little. Well
done.'
41 was telling him I have shares in a currant-farm near
Calamata.'
'What a delightful thing to have shares in! Can't we go
there for our honeymoon?'                          *
'What.to do?'
' To eat the currants. And isn't there marvellous scenery ? *
'Moderately, but it's not the kind of place one could pos-
sibly go to with a lady.5
'Why not?'
'No hotels.'
* Some ladies do without hotels. Are you aware that Helen
and I have walked alone over the Apennines, with our lug-
gage on our backs ?'
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